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your egg has its air of mystery, and the pouring of cartridges
into bags and pockets is full of hope; and then you start in
pairs for the strategic points, your clump of reeds, your grass
shelter or what not. Unless you belong to that let-5 em-all-
come type who carry 6's, and hope to shoot everything with
one size of shot from a jack snipe to a mallard, No. 4 will be
your supply, with some 8's in your shikari's hands, lest snipe
befall later.

It is rather slow and cold work that waiting in the reeds,
especially if you be in water, but there is nothing against a
pipe, and so you wait.   The sky is brightening.   You can see
the tops of the distant snow-peaks.    Soon one or two will
encarnadine as the 'enemy9, as we call the old puff-bellied
sun in the East, shows first sign of rising from his tomb be-
neath your world.   Phew, a bit parky, eh!   and you shove
your hands deep in your pockets.   Plenty of duck about; you
can hear them talking and fluttering their wings.   They are
waking up and taking their heads from their wing-and-wind
snuggle.   Do I hear a goose ? is that the raj-hans, the 'Royal
Goose*, or further south the mug, that is now our English
slang for a fool?   A gaggle of geese coming down would be
more than your battery can tackle, unless close range and a
lucky shot break a wing; but their wings are deuced strong.
Better a small-bore rifle.   The writer has started lying flat
in a dugout, on a Kashmir lake, paddling onward with the
hand, murder in his heart, for a wounded goose that he
thought was dead has shoved up a head and is giving
tongue.   How hard they are to murder, to strangle with the
dugout a-wobbling!   But it had to be done or the gaff would
be blown.   There are not likely to be geese here, but you
never know your luck.   Much more likely to see them later
flying in the arrow-head of the ancient cuneiform, setting
out on the day's travel.

Flop! close by the duck are moving and a restless pair
have joined the others. Too dark yet to see, but a small
white shrine is getting visible on the shore a couple of hundred
yards away. No doubt the presentation of Mahadeo stands